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towers, and palaces, and God-built walls of
"windy Ilium/' Nothing remains to mark the
spot which afforded a subject to what may
perhaps be called, using the term in its highest
sense, the one Epic poem of the world. Simoia
and Scamander are but feeble streams winding
through the wide meadowy plain which drops
with a soft descent from its mountain boundary
to the wares of the sea. Were they ever more,
or was it only to ' the magnifying influences
of the imagination that we owe the wonders
of that well-fought field ? Let us beware how
we doubt that those narrow rivulets were once
abounding rivers, lest, taken possession of by
the long-fingered and short-sighted- demon of
scepticism, we should end by doubting whether
the Elders of Troy rose up from their seats '
when the divine beauty of Helen drew nigh9
and adopt an opinion with respect to the heroes
who fought around its walls as disparaging as
that so frequently maintained by old Nestor*

Before many hours we had sailed past the
island of Tenedos, and left on the  western